;8                  THE CITIES OF SPAIN
'But it is hardly surprising that the charcoal-burner
was a little embarrassed, and put the pot on the fire
again with a consciousness that it was but half filled.
Scarcely had he done this when he heard again a knock*
ing without, and, as he thought, a soft voice singing an
Aw.   S. Pedro heard it too and went to the door before
him, for he had recognised the voice of S, Juan, his friend,
one whom Jesucristo loved well, as it is written in the
Gospel which, doubtless, your worship, who must be
a Cristiano viefo as I have said, knows better than I
do.   Well, seftor, you may imagine the embarrassment
of the poor charcoal-burner, for there was not enough to
feed a rat in the place, much less hungry travellers who,
he began to suspect, were used to better fare than he
could put before them.   But S. Pedro let them in, for,
said he, they are friends of ours, and the charcoal-burner
busied himself to entertain them as best he could*   And
all night they continued to come till there were twelve of
them with the Lord Christ in that poor man's dwelling,
All night Miguel could not sleep for thinking on his
guests, for he knew who they were indeed, since he had
seen his pucherol that was scarce enough for two, feed all
of them, and had found his milk that was already sour
sweeter than the milk of the cows in the valleys of Bbro,
So much honour robbed him of sleep, as it did me, your
worship will well understand, when the  young  king
stopped to drink wine at my house when he was hunting/
He was silent as though recalling the emotion that
honour had brought him.   Presently he went on: (Well,
seftor, in the morning they rose up, and the sun shone
and they went forth.   Only S. Pedro stayed for a little
to acknowledge the hospitality of the charcoal-burner,
and having thanked him, bade him ask what he would for
a payment and it should be his.   But, seftor, what would
you, he was an old Christian and no mnUro^ he wanted